WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ 



COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMil-a 




WHIZ. 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 



WICKY'S BUBBLE TROUBLE 




By 

Rod Reed 



HEAVY moss hung like 
giant cobwebs from 
the big trees on either side 
of the road. Although it was 
not quite sundown, the slant- 
ing rays couldn't penetrate 
the heavy foliage and the 
road was completely in dark 
shadow. Echoing from the 
woods came the weird cries 
of strange birds, wailing like 
a tortured human. 

"Oh, boy, this is spooky!" 
exclaimed Wicky Burke. 
"It's just like in a Boris Kar- 
loff pitcher!" (pop.) 

"Picture." corrected hia 
mother. 

(Pop.) "Picture," agreed 
Wicky. 

"Pitcher or picture, you're 
right that it's spooky," his 
father smiled. "I'd certainly 
hate to spend the night here. 
That Spanish moss must be 
very ghostly at night. Hope 
we can make a good trailer 
camp before dark." 

"Would you be scared, 
father?"asked Wicky. (pop.) 
"Why, of course, I — ." 
Mrs. Burke cut in with, 
"Wickford Burke! Will you 
stop popping that bubble 
gum ! You're driving me 
crazy." 

(Pop.) "I'm sorry," said 
Wicky. 

"There— that did it!" ex- 
claimed his mother. "Now 
you throw away that bubble 
gum this instant. Also any 
extra sticks of it you've got." 

"Now dear," said Mr. 
Burke, "take it easy. Boys 
will be boys you know. And 
this is a vacation. Let him 
keep his gum. Weren't you 
ever a boy yourself?" 

"No, thank goodness," de- 
clared Mrs. Burke. "How 



can we expect any discipline 
if you countermand my 
every order. How can we?" 

Her husband opened his 
mouth to reply, but never 
got the words out. He was 
busy braking the car and 
pulling on the hydraulic 
brake that would stop the 
trailer behind them. They 
had come suddenly out of 
the heavy woods into sunny 
pasture" land, past a faded, 
hand-made sign that said 
" CATTLE CROSSING," 
and just a few yards ahead 
were a dozen bony cows, 
completely blocking the 
road. 



?^J"OW what are we sup- 
— led to do?" asked 




Mr. Burke as he brought ul 
and trailer to a halt, a few 
feet away from the nearest 
cow. 

"Somebody's just driving 
them home," his wife assur- 
ed.him. "He'll move them off 
the road in a minute." 

"Who's driving them? 
There's nobody in sight. No- 
body in miles as far as I can 
see." The Burkes were learn- 
ing about the old southern 
custom of allowing cattle to 
roam at large, unfenced. 

"Toot the horn," suggest- 
ed Wicky. "That'll scare 'em 
off the road." 

A series of loud blaaaaats 
on the horn mildly excited 
the curiosity of several cows. 
They paused in their grazing 
at the long weeds beside the 
road long enough to look up 
at the car. Then they placid- 
ly returned to munching, 
still throwing up an effective 
road block. 

O'Shawnessy, Wicky's big, 



shaggy dog, was leaning out 
of a car window, barking 
furiously, but this didn't 
seem to bother the cattle, 
either. 

"Looks like . we're stuck 
here," said Mr. Burke. "It 
may be for days and it may 
be forever." 

"I got'an idea," Wicky ex- 
claimed. "Let's let O'Shaw- 
nessy out. He'll chase the 
cows off the road. Dogs 
make very good cow chas- 
ers. " 

Without waiting for ap- 
proval, he opened the car 
door and the shaggy beast 
leaped out, barking at the 
cows, but staying a safe dis- 
tance away from them, 
nevertheless. One of the 
cows turned and took a step 
toward O'Shawnessy. The 
dog backed away, still bark- 
ing. 

Wicky jumped out of the 
car and started walking to- 
ward the cattle. O'Shaw- 
nessy got braver, arid walked 
beside his master. 

"Go get 'em, O'Shaw- 
nessy!" cried the boy, 

'THE dog ran forward, 
barking at the heels of 
the cattle. They moved, 
slowly at first then at sort 
of an ambling run. When he 
had them running, the dog 
was no longer afraid at all. 
He gave chase heartily, his 
fierce bark ringing over the 
countryside. 

Crashing off the road to 
the right, the cows plunged 
through the pasture land, 
then into heavy brush, 
O'Shawnessy yapping at 



tin 



heels. 

"Good work," said Mr. 



Burke from the driver's seat. 
"Now call your dog hack." 

"Come on, O'Shawnessy!" 
Wicky yelled. "Come on 
back, boyt" 

But the dog didn't obey. 
Perhaps he was barking so 
loud he couldn't hear. He 
disappeared in the heavy 
brush, after the cows. Wicky 
hollered and hollered, but 
the dog didn't return. His 
barking grew fainter in the 
distance. 

"Oh, fine!" Mr. Burke was 
disgusted. "Now we'll have 
to spend all day looking for 
that fool dog." 

"I'll bring him back quick, 
father," Wicky said, running 
across the pasture. "I'll get 
him. Wait just a minute." 
And Wicky too, disappeared 
in the brush. 

]%|R. BURKE sat drum- 
ming impatiently on the 
steering wheel. Mrs. Burke 
looked off, nervously, in the 
direction her son had taken. 
Finally she spoke her voice 
high, almost cracking. 

"You shouldn't have let 
him go. I just know he'll get 
hurt. Something awful will 
happen to him." 

"Nonsense," her husband 
replied, "what can happen to 
him?" 

"One of those cows might 
turn on him — and g-gore 
him." 

"Don't be silly. Cows don't 
gore people." 

"They do too. And besides 
he might get bitten by a 
rattlesnake. This country is 
full of snakes." 

"Quit working yourself 
up. He's just gone to get his 
dog." 

Mrs. Burke was sobbing, 
now. "And if the snakes 
don't get him. he'll surely 
fall into the quicksand." 

"Oh, all right," said Mr. 
Burke, getting out of the 
car. "If it'll make you happy, 
1 11 go after him. You'd think 
he was a baby." He slammed 
the door hard and trudged 
across the pasture, toward 
the brush. 

It was not hard following 



WHIZ COMICS 

the heavy trail made by the 
cattle. They had crushed the 
undergrowth flat. After go- 
ing through the brush they 
had veered into a thin woods 
then out again into a cleared 
space. At the far end of the 
cleared space was a ram- 
shackle barn and a dilapi- 
dated cabin. Mr. Burke made 
a sucking "tsk, tsk" noise 
as he noted that the beasts 
had broken down a fence 
and lumbered through a 
flower garden, virtually des- 
troying it. 

He followed the trail 
around the barn and was 
startled to hear, "All right, 
mistah. Put up yo' hands." 

Mr. Burke found himself 
facing a long rifle. Standing 
a couple of paces away was 
Wicky, also with his hands 
up. O'Shawnessy lay at his 
master's feet. Holding the 
rifle was a boy. Mr. Burke 
judged he was about Wicky's 
age, though taller and lank- 
ier. His eyes were narrowed 
and his finger was on the 

"OH, father," cried Wicky. 
"now he's got you, too." 

Mr. Burke addressed the 
strange boy in his sternest 
voice, "Young man, put 
down that gun. I think we 
can straighten this whole 
thing out peaceably." 

"Keep yo' bands up. mis- 
tah," returned the lad. stead- 
ily. "Don't try no Yankee 
tricks. Yo' dog done an' 
chased our caows ova gran- 
pappy's flowas. Reckon gran- 
pappy'll settle with y'all 
whin he comes home." 

"When's he coming 
home?" asked Mr. Burke. 

" 'Bout three, fo' hours, ah 
reckon." 

"Look young man," said 
Mr. Burke, "we're in quite a 
hurry. We've got to get on 
before dark. Now I'm sure 
your grandfather would say 
it's all right if I pay you for 
the damage. I'll give you ten 
dollars." The boy was un- 
moved. "Twenty dollars." A 
pause. "Fifty dollars." 

"Nope," drawled the boy. 
"Yo'd cheat me, like 'nuff. 



Ah caln't count. Besides, 
Yankee money is counterfeit, 
like 'nuff. Granpappy says 
so. Y'all keep yo' hands up 
an' wait fo' granpappy." 

Mr. Burke groaned. It 
seemed there would be no 
budging this youngster. A 
three or four hour wait. Fac- 
ing a gun muzzle. The pros- 
pect was not pleasant. 

Wicky, too, was sweating. 
He could think of what 
would happen even if — and 
after — they got out of this 
mess. How his father would 
blame him — and O'Shaw- 
nessy — for the whole thing. 
He chewed his gum ner- 
vously. 

The narrowed eyes of the 
boy with the gun widen- 
ed as he watched Wicky, 
fascinated. He opened his 
mouth three times before 
words came out. "Boy, whut's 
that a-growin' on yo' mouth? 
'Pears like a balloon, ah 
swear to goodness!" 

(Pop!) "Oh. that's bubble 
gum," said Wicky, "It's lots 
of fun. Want some?" 

"Bubble . gum? Nevah 
heard tell of it." 

"Try some," said Wicky, 
"Have a stick." 

"Sure 'taint pizon?" 

"Would I poison myself?" 
asked Wicky. "Look, I'll 
show you how to make it 
bubble." 

AS Mr. Burke released the 
clutch and set the car in 
motion, he said to Mrs. 
Burke. "Yes. O'Shawnessy 
had caused considerable des- 
truction to a garden, and we 
had to pay for damages. But 
we got off cheap." 

"What do you mean, 
cheap?" exclaimed Wicky. 
"We had to give five whole 
sticks of bubble gum. Ami 
that stuff is scarcer than 
nylons!" _ 
The End 

Watch for more adven- 
ture* of Wicky and O'Shaw 
netty in l for,iiiii La jiejj 
month's WHIZ COMICS! 
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HURty, WW-' Msrcmvce w own a 

VALUABLE COMPASS RIMJ! 




• Styled by a leading Amer 
ring designer! 
• Streamlined, sturdy 

• Self-adjusting band, Fits 



ing, gold-calor~ 

victory bronze! ~~~~ 
i Accurate magnetized needle always swings Norlhl 




